THE   CHILDREN'S   OMNIBUS'

cavaliers might have been seen issuing from the gates
of Bosforo, in whom the porters, proctors, &c., never
thought of recognising the young Prince and his friends.

They got horses at a livery-stable keeper's, and
never drew bridle until they reached the last town
on the frontier before you come to Grim Tartary.
Here, as their animals were tired, and the cavaliers
hungry, they stopped and refreshed at an hostel.
I could make a chapter of this if I were like some
writers, but I like to cram my measure tight down,
you see, and give you a great deal for your money,
and in a word they had some bread and cheese and
ale upstairs on the balcony of the inn. As they were
drinking, drums and trumpets sounded nearer and
nearer, the. market-place was filled with soldiers,
and his Royal Highness, looking forth, recognised the
Paflagonian banners, and the Paflagonian national air
which the bands were playing.

The troops all made for the tavern at once, and as
they came up Giglio exclaimed, on beholding their
leader, "Whom do I see? Yes! No! It is, it is!
Phoo! No, it can't be! Yes! It is my friend, my
gallant faithful veteran, Captain Hedzoff! Ho!
Hedzoff! Knowest thou not thy Prince, thy Giglio?
Good Corporal, methinks we once were friends.
Ha, Sergeant, an my memory serves me right, we
have had many a bout at singlestick.'*

'Tfaith, we have, a many, good my Lord," says
the Sergeant.
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